



Sons and Lovers or Paul Morel's Mother














てはその小説の十分な理解は不可能になる.これはSons and Loversの単数形をA Son












































`You never said you was coming isn't the'a lot of things? that lion's
killed three men I've spent my tuppence an'look here.'
He pulled from his pocket two egg-cups, with pink moss-roses on them.
`I got these from that stall where y'ave ter get them marbles in them holes.
‥ they've got moss-roses on, look here. I wanted these.'
She knew he wanted them for her.
'H'm!'she said, pleased. 'They are pretty!'










When she was tired she said her son:
`Well, are you coming now, or later?'
`Are you goin'a'ready?'he cried, his face full of reproach. `Already? It is past
four, / know.'
`What are you goin'a'ready for?'he lamented.
`You needn't come if you don't want,'she said.
And she went slowly away with her little girl, whilst her son stood watching




















When he was twelve he won a first prize in a race; an inkstand of glass,
shaped like an anvil. It stood proudly on the dresser, and gave Mrs Morel a
keen pleasure. The boy only run for her. He flew home with his anvil言breath-
less, with a 'Look, mother!'That was the first real tribute to herself. She took































(‥・And tell your girls, my son, that when they're running after you, they're
not to come and ask your mother for you. Tell them that brazen baggages
you meet at dancing-classes.'
I'm sure she was a nice girl.'
'And I'm sure she wasn't.'











But William came home for his fortnight's holiday. Not even the Mediterra-
nean, which pulled at all his young man's desire to travel, and at his poor
man's wonder at the glamorous south, could take him away when he might





















` ‥. And look here, our mother!'
She peeped into the basket.
`Now, those are fine ones!'she exclaimed.
'And there's over two pounds isn't it over two pounds?'
She tried the basket.
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`Yes,'she answered doubtfully.
Then Paul fished out a little spray. He always brought her one spray, the
best he could find.
`Pretty!'she said, in a curious tone, of a woman accepting a love-token.
The boy walked all day, went miles and miles, rather than own himself




















































`Eh, my Hubert!'she sang, in a voice heavy and surcharged with love. `Eh,
my Hubert!'
And folding him in her arms, she swayed slightly from side to side with love,
her face half lifted, her eyes half closed, her voice drenched with love.
`Don't'said the child, uneasy-`don't, Miriam!'
`Yes; you love me, don't you?'she murmured deep in her throat, almost as if
she were in a trance, and swaying also as if she were swooned in an ecstasy
of love.
`Don't'repeated the child, a frown on his clear brow.
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Point after point the steady roses shone out of them, seeming to kindle
something in their souls. The dusk came like smoke around, and still did not
put out the roses.
Paul looked into Miriam's eyes. She was pale and expectant with wonder, her
118 昭I a^ma配
lips were parted, and her dark eyes lay open to him. His look seemed to travel
down into her. Her soul quivered. It was the communion she wanted. He turned














































`Now, just see those!'she exclaimed. `I was looking at the currant-bushes,
when, thinks I to myself, "There's something very blue; is it a bit of sugar-
bag?" and there, behold you! Sugar-bag! Three glories of the snow, and such
beauties.. ‥ '
`They're a glorious colour!'he said.
`Aren't they!'she cried. `I guess they come from Switzerland, where tey say
they have such lovely things. Fancy them against the snow! But where have
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